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he read out his figures audibly and obtained his Vote.
Docked of a Drum Major, the Manx Fencibles still figured in
his papers. But that threatened unit was triumphantly
disbanded; while General Tarleton dwelt with gloomy
satisfaction on retreats in*the Peninsula, pointed a warning
finger at the unprotected state of Sicily and Ireland, alluded
meaningly to Carthage, and enlivened his eighteenth con-
secutive column of Hansard with a poetical quotation.

The war crept slowly on. The French still lay behind the
Spanish frontier; and in May, 1811, as Palmerston prepared
himself to speak on the interchange of English and Irish
Militia, the rain was beating on the hill of Albuera. Be-
wildered brigadiers watched the French lancers charge.
There was a storm of grape, in which the red-coats seemed to
melt; and through the drifting smoke a dismounted colonel
roared unforgettably " Fifty-seventh, die hard! " That
month the Secretary at War referred to the Clothing Board
a new process for rendering greatcoats water-proof. Im-
pulsively, perhaps, he expressed a desire that they should
test it. But those judicious warriors, with a nicer sense of
official propriety, were powerless to act without a direction
from the Commander-in-Chief and referred with perfect
justice to a binding precedent, which dated from Queen Anne.
This decorous atmosphere, unfriendly to any undue sense of
the urgency of war, ranged the long struggle neatly with the
French wars of Mr. Pitt, of Chatham, Newcastle, and Marl-
borough, So Palmerston, far from reality, signed innumer-
able letters; whilst Wellington seemed to fumble a little
with the Spanish fortresses, and Prinny, " very fat , . . in
his full Field Marshal's uniform/' watched the Pavilion
footman taking round iced champagne punch and sandwiches,
or satin the Music Room and thumped a royal leg in time to
the band. The guns roared in Paris for the King of Rome;
and Palmerston explored the varied administrative problems
presented by a deaf and dumb private of the Line or smoothed
a Dean and Chapter, ruffled by sounds of drilling in too
audible proximity on the Green at Gloucester.

The world swung into 1812; and his official charges played
their varied parts. His War Department stores rode slowly